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. ®on ROMEO,
¢

£ ‘H. Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art thou
Romeo? It's a very eqsy one to
#answor, and Kyrie Dallew, as he
puts the question nightly to Mrs,

A % Potter, nt Daly's Theatre, knows
© Rhat fall well If bhe voucheafed un
¥ mecurately truthful response, he would say
}T\- 1o ‘tke lovely girl on the baleony, “Yau
5 khow well enough why I'm Roméo. T'm

¥

¥ ‘Rommeo, becanse you insist on helng Jullst,

Just us T was Murni when yon wanled to
Smpemsonate Chariotte Coarday, and Candi-
‘yal de Rolan, when you persumided yoar-
gelf that you conld play Marle Antolaette.

tj':'i _ F've besn the Juck to your JHL for a goml
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wane yanry. apld pow you enlmly. tom
o L4 ask me wherafore I'm Romeo.
Thig Pepartes, however, Is ot o the
Euamess Varioram  edition, which, Mr
Dély Inslsts, ie the Masis of the noting ar-
pangement of “Romeo and Jullet,” is pre-
sented here.
L Mrs: Potter's ambition Is boundliss ns the
" ocean, and she keeps her Kyrley ehalned
r._ﬂm to It. Bhe givea him just so much
ryope—enongh to hang himself with, as a

yule—and he dees what he ean with It

He generally hangs himself, though he
 falled to commit' mulclde In “Charlotte

* | Conday.” As Romeo, however, he Is again
" In the sweet, tepld.subjection =t which

80 many actora would rebel. Kyrle Bel
. s a remarkable man. He has talent,

| beauaty, end an Intensely artistic tempera-

oent, all of which ha haw sacrificed on the

brine of the lovely but Insatlable Cora
‘‘Urgubart Potter, the modern ‘'trogedy
‘queen,’” who belleves that she ls a Mrs.

d

dra. Potter's latest Idea 15 to glve us &
aliet with Worth, Leferrier and Piogat
g5 & clothes-wearing Jullet, a sartor-
8] Veronese virgin. When cver this modern
t 15 In doubt she changes her clothes.
rushes on In pink at Lady Capulet's re-
tion, and when Frisr Lawrence gives
tha phial which l& destined to fade the
oa her checks to “paly ashes," she s
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' “WHEREFORE AAT THOU ROMEO !

In his gell, clad In grass-green satin,  She
s & vision of loveliness, and she Enows It
The Mary Annes and the Sarsh Junes of
New York's to-day elamor for the fashion
plates, and Mps. Potter was determined
that her Jullet should not fall for lack of
clothes.

In faet It would not have been at all
surprising If Romeo had altered his famous
baleany speech so that it read:

See how whe loank upoo her hand?

Ob, that 1 wers a glove upol that hand ' (n
jouvin with fwenty-slx lLuoitous),

That 1 inlght touch ‘that chiek,

Of course, this emze for decoration 1s
barbarie, and I am astonished. that Mrs,
Potter should have suceumbed to It so
thoroughly. The anclent Britons used to
staln thelr bodles blue with a Jules: called
wend, and we regd of |t gmilingly. All the
Worth gewsaws affécted by Mra. Pottar
are merely an Improved condition of wend,
and they are just g peacocky and unidis-
niffed, Juliet does not need the milliner's
art, and It is impertinent to deck her omt
llke a popinjay, If Mrs., Potter Insists
apon 5o many clothes thers are A dozen
playwrights who lend themselyes artigtic-
ally to the dressmaker's art far better than
does: Shakespeare.

In fuct'T can tell you something that may
make you blush. When Miss Olga Nether-
sole—another clothesdrazy WwWoman—was
preparibg  her version of “Romeo and
Juliet" she thooght up an adorable costume
to. weatr on Jullet’s wedding night. It was
n dream. Mlss Nethersole, however, felt a
Hetle shaky ns to Its historical accuracy,
g0 she wrote to a4 British Museum gentle-
man in London asking him to sketch for
her the costume (o which Juliet would
probahly have appeared on that most aps-
plelous oceasion. The reply came In dne
course, and Olga tore open the envelope
with tremblingly soxious hands. Out fell
a ernde drawlog of a lady In her “birthday
drese.” Mlss Netbersole almost faloted,

. | Buss v ‘macGra’

a?

réad to her
“Tf you wish to be historieally aceurate;”
it read, “you must appedr as a Living Ple-
ture, As you will probahly object to this,
wear anything that s simple and unassum-

While T wonld not ask-Mrs. Potter to
appear on the stage of Daly's Theatre In
the garb that poot old Nature shetched for
ter, T will {nslst that sho hos no right fo
zlve us # Jullet who s a slave io her
clothes. She Is such n richly beautifal
swoman that she does not need such highly-
galored  decorstion.. It Is, In fact, lrrev-
erent and plnchbeck. I have never seen 4
more  sublimely - 1deal-lopking Jullet than
Cora Urqubayt Potter. Her exquisite face
18 something to fave about; her undyed
batr-ds & subject for a poém, and her mar-
vellously lean und tragloaily abdominal
form is a luxury to.gaf_c upon. -

The only feamre.' howaver, that_ Mrs.
Potter has In fommon with Duse and Bern-
hardt 1s the abdomen, It is really odd how
completely the glorles of tragedy have
ghifted from the breast to the abdomen.
Years ago our tragedlennes were superl
with ‘salient bremst and limbs that were
siraight and pulssant. Sarah set the ab-
dominal fashlon, and made stomachle de-
velopment & feature of tragedy. All ber
gowas ave designed with this feature in

pachewed. Narclssus rather than Venus
has been the form upon which she mod-
elled herself. With Eleanora Duse 1t 1s
Just the sume. Her emotion I8 neacly all

as saverely opposed to lacing as Is Sarab.
Mrps, Potter bas lmitated the abdominal
manla of these two actresses, and It Is all
that she has beén able to successfully Imi-
tate. Her Jullet I8 a strikingly amatéur-
Ish plece of work. The slug-5ong delivery,
that Is absolutely !nexpressive of any but
the mest mechanical sort of emotion, Is
never dropped. Bhe tries very hard. It is
tmpossible not to feel keen admiration for
the determination of this plucky woman.
The strings move, and the murlonette
danees, however, and that 16 ail you are
¢alled upon to renlize. In the potion scene
Mrs. Potter was deplorably stagey. Not &
thrill dld she give you. y

Her hogror at the ldea of the tomb,
“where bloody Tybalt, yet but green In
earth, lies festering in his sbroud,' was
forced snd supremely ladylike, You felt
thitt she wanted to say, “Ugh! How nasty!"
and to dratw up her gkirts o ecivilized Te-
pugnance. It hnd all been taught to her,
and she spoke her lineg as though she were
uttering & recitation In a priyate drawing
room. It 1s absurd to induige in the Iuxury
of Juliet with such very obylous limitations,
1 wish I could say thut fools rush in where
angels fear to tread. Iean’t, though, for it
would not be true. Nobody fears to tread
on Jullet’s preserves, Never has a charac-
ter been so hopelessly besleged by the most
Incompetent sort of women, The dream of
the amateur is Juliet. The hope of the
dramatict school student 1s Jullet. The so-
clety actress longs for Jullet, The commie-
dienne feels that she can neyer be thor-
oughly bappy witil she has tried Jallet, It
lg astounding. The role is such an over-
whelningly difficult ove that the most ac.
complished actress need not feel discour-
aged U she fall lo It

Mrs, Potter has made the effort In good
falth, and if I eriticlse her ratber harshly,
it 1s ot done in fippant disregard of her
sincerity. She can feel proud of her fall-
ure, for more experienced actresses than
Cora Urqubart Potter bave not hesitated to
acknowledge thelr shortcomings In this
role, The only anger that Mrs. Potter's
work can possibly cause Is aroused by her
(l-advided sartorial displny—a display that
should be relegated to cheap actresses of
the AMrs. Langtry persuasion. Physically,
Mrs. Pofter was Jullet, In the first act
she did not look n day over sixteen. Such
overweening youth is really incredible. As
& rule sotresses who ean sct Jullet sre
fat ax Bridget Mahoneys. The abllity to un-
derstand the pusslon of the Veronese hero
ine rarely comes to a woman until ghe
Is forty, and it Is hard to acges forty-

‘A potter. as Jullet would fire the |

a
year older for this fourteen-yeer girl -

a of

, N
and Brother Nethersole was obliged tq
r}he legend inscribed beneath. |

vlew. Corseis she has always rigorously’

Lexpressed ubdominally, although ghe 1s not |

any Romeo, modern or anclent. Personal
beauty I8 &n exquisite gift, and snch love-
linesa ns that possessed by Mrs. Potter s
rare. She Las o foce that the gods might
covet, It |s not ofily dainty, but it 1is
Intellectuil,
Btll, you' falt
the fifth act.

glad that slie died In
She wotld have made
hér Romeo a very bad wife, Bhe would
have tired of Wim In a few mouths. She
was just the sort of glul, @z Mrs, Polier
played her, to figure in some post-marrlage
seandf], and possibly In the divoree courts.
She was not the sort of mulden to be per-
mitted to tle herself for life to n man
with whom she Lad follen in love &t first
gight lu a ballroom. She would have been
disgusted at the advent of little Romeos,
wnd would never Luve submitted to a do-
¢lle, . bolled-mptton existence, bounded on
the north Ly the coek, aud on the south
by a pernnibulater, Y

Eyrle Bellow, &3 I rematled befors, sub-
ordinated himgelt to Mrk Potter. Heé was
a placld bat not unmusical Homeo. He
gtrutted too much, and, ke Mra. Polter,
he suffered from clothes. That red sult
was In bad taste, for it wenried the eye
and distrocted the attention from the play,
Of course, lovesick gentlemen cnnnot be
expooted to “fress aceordingly.” Tt would
be ridiculons to  mateh  sentiment. and
¢lothes. Etll, a lover pining away for his
falr jady might rensonably be asked to
avold sartorial Sreworks.

The other members of the cast wers not
good, with the ‘exception of Mrs, W. G.
Jones, who wns on the stage long ‘before
most of my readers were born, She spoke
her lues ag though she understood them.
She mouthed not, nelther did she approfeh
her utterances in fear snd trembling.
Verner Clarges made a good Capulet, but I
dld not llke the \Mercutio of Willlam Red-
mund. I've never befora seen Mercutio
played as Mr. Redniund pluyed it and
though I'm no slave to tradition, still; such
n very mbdern Mopeutio was rather leritat
binz. He might have béen a ¥ale student
out on-an Itzllan hollday. The Friar Law-
rence of Frank Currler was equally unsat-
{sfactory.

Sumpivously Is this production of *‘Ro-

meo gud Jullet’™ mounted. Who is there that
can order such gorgeous stage pietures as
Augustin Daly? Irving himself, conld not
have provided a better setting. The garden
seene won my heart. It was such a darkly
mystio and delightfully uncultivated gar
den, Tt wasnotone of your Euclld:ly precise
pleasore grounds, but a veritable Itnlian
jungle, out of the gloom, of which peersd
falp Juliot's balcony. That ganden scene
18 a musterplece.  No stage ling ever saén
mnything so superbly subdued and fusclnat,
Ing. There was no glare; 0o cheap uoon-
Iness: no new-fuogled lights and shades.
There are times when Augustin Daly’s pro-
ductlons arouse in yon such a feeling of ad-
| miratlon that you long to rush up to him

can gee the very poetry of an early garden
at Daly's 'Theatre. No Romeo and’ Juliet
ever coond in & more artlstle coo-ing
ground.

TLiet us hope that a good deal of the an-

ance of this “Romes and Jullet' will be

older, It was a most lmpertinent Interrup-
tlon. - It was turned on at the mibst Irrele-
vant moments, and It woas death to all Mu-

slon.
e,

Oh, that 1 could see BElsanora Duse as
Jullet! Take my pocketbook, take my
watch, take my boots, take anything yon
want, but let me sea Eleanora Duse as
Juliet before 1 dle. I'ecan't put It In a
more pathetiec way, can I? There are
tears In my demand. Duse ns Juliet! Cuan
anybody Imagine anything more perfect?

You see, I'm veering round to Duse
again. I've bad her In my mind all ths
time I was writing the above, but I felt
that I must restriin myself. It Is horrld
to be accused of exoberant enthuslasm,
but It 18 Impossible to approach the Duse
subject'In eold, critical blood.

The Itallun actress gave ns: a new Lm-
personation at the IMfih Avenue Thoatre
last Monday night—that of Magdn In Her-
munn Sudermavn’s four-act drama, *“*Casn
Paterna,” It was the best Magda that we
have had, and I sincerely trust that It will
be the last. Magda is not a role for any
} great motress, and the more yom see of It
the more convinced you are that Hermann
Sudermann I8 for the library table rather
thon the footllghts, Budermann’s churano.
ters tolk too mifich, and they are abnormal,
ng‘la is' abnormui.  Her admirers en-
desyor to show thot she 13 & lovely up-
holder of the maternal Instinct. The filial
Instinet, to my mind, s far more credit-
able, and Maogda has none of thmt. Sha
treats her poor old father very badly, and
dellberutely utters amidvanced 1dest to shock
his pltifully provinelsl and blgote@ mind.
The woman who grows too big for her
houie should elther keap out of it or behave
herself decently when she ‘gets there. Bls
shodid not give her sllk chemises Into the
tnmily wash, beecanse a Hitle dellberation
will show Her that Wer Puritanleal rela-
tlons will ecnsider them fast and lmmoral,
Nor should she suwke before her simple
relatives. The tobacco habit i3 & Mard ope
to break, but tha, comimonest ecoirtesan
would have a little more respect for her
father and mother thun to sit with a elgar-
ette case In hand, lolllng In an easy-chalr,
In thelr presence. Mugda Is a most detest-
able creature, and &ll bher maternal fury
for her lllegitimate echild will not' endeas
her to Nonest theptre-goars. Camllle kaeri-
flced her cocotteries for the suke of the
beloved Armand, bug this ‘Sudermann wo-
man cAnnot even be Indueed to hold her
tongue In the preseoce of the mun who
was responsible for her being. Her uncon-
ventionality Is a disease with ber,

Bven Budermann's blogriphers sniff at
“Magda." I was reading ""The Wish,” &
uovel by Sunderman, the other day and an
{enthusiastie young woman, Miss Ellzabeth
Lee, who wrote an Introdootory blographical
sketeh, could find nothing better to say
about “Helmath” than this: *As there Is

nothing In the world more beantiful and

holy than the tle thit binds parent and

1
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and tap him—well, on his guered Hot. You|.

noying musle that marred the first perform-|

cut out before the production Is mueh

child, so is the eontemplintion of confliot be-
tween them always unlovely. We grant
that In the storm and sivess of modern life,
such confliet is at times unavoidable, but 1t
Iz seurcely the stuff of which works of art
should be formed."

“Magda" Is, of course, Interesting, and 1t
15 a great tribute to Duee's genius that she
made the character as neariy acceptable ss
it could ever be. This clever woman kneaw
the weak point of the play, and she empha-
sized her fillal tenderness with wonderful
sklll, In that second act she was & penl-
tent, self-reprogehful ehlld, returning to the
parental fold, and it was not Her fault that
ghe had to emerge from thig conditlon. This
sedcond aet, ag I sald last Toesday, s In
reality the difflcult act of the play, although
It contnins mone of the tours de forve of
tragle vehemence of suecceedlng Sscenes,
Barab failed in this aet becruse she could
not express the gentle, placid affection that
Duse showed us, Her appearance In the
“epsp paterna’ made all the other types
present seem ludlerous and favclenl, Dusa
hlended herself with the meek oolors of the
Suldermuno. pleture, and the scene was de-
Hghtful X

Let thls end “Magde” forever. We are
weary of the piny, und if any other nctress
fntends trotting it out I hope that she
will notlfy me in time for a respsctable
sulelde,  The pluy bas been done to death
In New York., There haove been five Mag-
das so far, slngeing thelr wings at the
Budermann flame, It !s exasperating.
Duse bas done more than any other
actress could do with the part. Thera |s,
in fact, nothing more to be done. It is all
very well to say that Duse isn’t Magda,
that Sdrah lsn't Muagda, that Modjeska
Isn't Magda. Nobody could possibly be
Madga, and nobody need be at all anxions

Il to be such a pltiful pleture of & woman.

I was amused at Duse's ‘‘collier da In
reine'—her paste *collier de la reine,” but
I admired her pluck with which she glided
on the stage In her sham gems., It was a
daring thiug to deo, ln this dlamond-glow-
Ing New York community. No other act
ress would hase had the sdorable audancity
to suap her fngers at these ineffably vulgar
symbolg of aflluence. May we hope that
Duse will set a fashion that will give rise
to the decay and degeneration of the dia-
mond manin. Think what this wonld mean
to us? The mere ldea is life-glving. No
more dlamond robberies, no more dla-
mond losses, no more scenes ‘written
aronnd digmond tintas, po more dlamond
drmas, no more jewelry shop comedies,
That means Utopla. Hall to It!

The actress who stleks dlamonds aver

Alable. A fallure in New York is generally

‘‘Bohemia” &t the Empire Theatre to-mar.
row night, has, in’conjunction with his
whilom accomplice; Loeo Dietrichstein,
called forth a furigus tirade from Clement
Seott, all on geeount of poor Ilitle *Gos.
slp,' 'the play Le wrots for Mrs. Langtry.
As that play was recelved with cald dis-
doin In this elty, and as the dlsdain was
attributed to the alle-gm]I senseless objec-
tlon to Amerfean playwrights, I feel called
upon to mention Mr. Scott's Indorsement
of New York's verdiet. The tastes of New
York and Londot, as I bave said before,
are marcvellpusly similur. “Such men angd
women as Mr. Clyde Fitch and Mr. Leo |
Dietrichstein present to our notice,” says |
Mr. Seotty ‘mever existed in any portion
of the wide world." Woe can answer for
the English section; Mr. Clyde Fitch tnust
be responsible for the oulrageous American
carlentures, and Gearman (ypes are pres
sumably safe lu the hands of My, Flteh's
partner, with the most unprounounceable
name. Readers of hulfpeany novelettes,
profusely ilostrated, nve familiny with
every charaeter In this very clieap play.
They know the Count Mavey In an elegant
hand-me-down sulf, who secretly adoves the
wife of his lntimate friend. We can see
the Count in the honds of the novelpite
llusteator, embracing his lost bride in the
conservitory, waeeping on her falr neck|
tears of agonizing remorse, and handling
plstols that be 18 afraid fo fire. ®= * * Con-
cerning Mrs. Barry there Is scarcely a
diggentient opinfon In the servants' hall, |

“She 18 so like a lady—with a dliferance
Bhe wears such lovely frocks, and sports
such wondrous dlemonds; and talks slupg
with such tone, and deals with the cowmed)
of Ufe In such an anjateurish fashilon, sul
Is, ‘80 far as refinement and grace, and
style, so puorely lmitative, that, In the
words of the comie song, yet to be written,
and sung at the mosle bails, ‘she ought to
be a lady, hut she isn't.! "

Why Mr. Fitch ever cousented to permit
the presentation of thls dlumond tiats ploy
in London, 15 a problem thut T shall not at-
tempt to solve. The Judgment of New
York, as I am always saying, 18 very re-

a fallure In London, and vice-versa.

All American playwrights will be glad to
hear that UNtile Mrs. Madeleins Lucette
RByley's fiurce, "Christopher, Jr.," hias, wn-
der the title of “Jedbury, Jr.,"” made a big
hit fn England, Three Amerlean successes
—*“Trilby,"” “The Prisoper of Zenda" and
‘Jedbury; Jr.," are now current In London,

LS

‘We shall have snother Jullet Mondny
nlght presented to us by Httle Miss Julia
Marlawe, who made her "“debut’ just be-

her chest doesn’'t do It because the sfones
are artistically beautiful. As a matter of

e
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‘fact, they ara not artistically beantiful. As
Sarah says, they Interfers with the natural
lugtra of the eyes. The netress adopts
them becanse they cost money; because
they polnt ostentatiously to box-office sue-
cess (or seem to do so), and becaunse Mary
Anne and Sarph Jine adore them, The
fnct that they can. be hired for so much
per week, and are hired at so much per
week, does pot disturb the ordinary ac-
tresg's serenity In the least. There s al-
wityg the chance that she will not be cred-
Ited with having hlred her gems, gnd that
chance {8 worth taking.

Duse's piaste necklace shonld not be dis-
missed ocontemptuously from mention as
unworthy of conslderation In the more
potent light of hber dramatie genfus. 1
submit that the paste necklace Is epoch-
making, The fact that nobody found
fault with It 15 a deliclons proof that
genlus had nothing to do with valgar ex-
hibltlon. I would llke to see pletures of
that pasta neckluce hung flaringly In the
dressing room of every siar, lnscribed with
the legend *“Let that be your aim. Act
up to that, and when you ean afford to
wedar It, know that you have become
greal”

Only & genius would dare to wear false
dinmonds in New York Clty, and Duse ls o
genius, She relinquishes verituble gems In
favor of Tottie Coughdrop and Lilllan Rus-
gel], and it is & subtly signlficant aet on her
part,

When Dunse was In Washington a short
time ago, two “susplclous looking" men
were seen hanging arcund bher dressing
room, They were Amerlcans, of course,
reared in the bellef that no well-regulated
star could possibly star without $1,000,000
wprth of dismonds concenled about ber
jdentity. A gensatlonal story was spread to
the eMect thnt these men bad made an at-
tempt to steal Duse's dlamonds, The ae-
tress heard of it, and laughed. She sum-
pioned her manager and read him a lecture,
“There will be absolutely no dlamond epl-
soiles In my American tour,' she sald, amil-
ingly, “and I may as well tell you, for your
future guldance, that I did not bring a sin-
gle dinmond to this conntry with me. Every
gem Fou see s consistently falsg Wl you

fore Mrs. Potter. It seems strange that

the ‘two actresses, who hegao at the same

time, have with unrehenrsed ananimity
Lrought thelr Jullet to New Tork In the
same month of the same sesr, It I8/ a
long thme gince we have seen Julla Mar-
lowe. She has deyoted terself for years
to the *‘desolation of tie roud,” fearing,
presumably, to lose herall o the supposed-
ly hypereritiea! metrepolls. Tlhere dre o
good many actrésses who pln their entire
falth to “the road,'anl for that faith, in
a good many cages, we should be desply
grateful,

Miss Marlowe, however, should cultivate
our hothomse stmosphers, Tt ls the only
atmosphere in which ihe will be ahle to
spread her dainty tenddls, I was fortunate
enough to see her first performance of Pay-

remember-t?lt?‘" - ]
i 1k vk i - <l
| Clyde Fitel, who produces & play Calied
. ] 3 e :J y

| thenta In “Ingomar,” and & very lovely per-
formance It was, if I rencmber rightly,

| should be an extremely dainty affair,

throngh the haze of eight or nine years.
Then she trled r sénson at the Fifth Aye-
one, and gave us more “Iogomar with
“As You Llke It" and **The Honchback'
theown In. It was not o successfal sea-
son and little Miss Marlowe was discour-
aged.

Now she comes to us as Mgs, Taber and
Jullet with Mr. Taber as Homeo, pbd we
ghall be alle to egmpare her work with

that of Mrs, Potter across the strest. Un-

less Miss Marlowe has suceumbed 1o the
evil influence of “the road,” her Juilet
She
is young, though married, and she haa by °n
well trafned, although in no conservatol ™
as Baral complained,

It never ralnz but if pours. We hive
been years without a Juller, and lo! two
of them drop In oor midst simultaneonsly,
and ‘while Mrs. Potter 1s balcony-ing at
Daly's, Miss Marlowe will be “leanlug on
her hand!" at Palmor's.

L ] . .

German opera rageth at the Academy
of Musle, sandwichod In hetween Sir Gus
"Arrls's melodrimp, ‘““I'be Sporting Dnehs

35,"" and Sutton Vine's equally [ield offu-
slon  “Homanies.* Wagne?, In other
words;, I3 surrounded by woful lhevaines,
reseulng  heroes and  willnlnons  villains,

What matters this to Walter Damrosch, in
hls supremely purposeful Interprotations?
Nothing—mothing. German “opera 1s stolld
enough to leap trlumphanily over any such
teivial ohstucles, Woe to the melodrnma
that hopes tp get the batter of Wagner and
lils digeiples.

The Academy I8 & good old opera home,
Il reminds you of the dnys when you were
young, tlddie-de-dum. Old men buottonhoje
you in the lobby and tell you all about
the former vocal glorles of this theatre.
They mean well, but they are alnrming
nulsaneces, Nothing Is so irritating as the
repniniscence fiend. When I'm a hundred
I don't belleve that I shall feel the ellght-
@ést Inelination to recall anything that hap-
pened before T was nluety-nioe. If T do, 1
shull check the lmpwlse,

Mr. Damrosch made no mlstake lp se-
lecting the Aeademy, although It happens
to be in Fourteenth street, a fact that our
Forty-second street munagers appear fo
look wupon as something bewllderingly
ariminal. The Acedemy Is not ornate, bhut
acoustically’ it 18 In capital condition, anpd
a5 I gat in the first balcony and lstened to
“Lohengrin' lnst Wednesday night I mnr-
velled at the perfect “gound propertlea’
of the good old playliouse.

Very #erious ,Indee¢d, was the Interpretu-
tion of “Lokengrin” Inside fthe thegtve
you felt that you were commltting a sin
to wink, while smiling would have béen a
most dangerous proceading. I ventured 1o
ask my ncighh?r—a geptleman with very

long halr and & Wagnerian east of countss
nance—if he would lindly lend me his
programme for & moment, and I felt sorry
immedlately afterward thot T had been wo
idisorest, He looked deggers at me and
nttered, 4 Germnt  exelamation that was
deadly. Hven the Itallan opera disciples
had to admit that *Lohengrin™ was ex-
tremely well susg and that both Milka
Ternlng and Katbarina Lobse-Klafsky dis-
tingaished themselves very slgnally.
Oritlelsing German opera in New York,
tiowever, is lke waving a red flag in front
of an drate bull. I will simply add that

My, Damrosch: may feel fiattered at thy
feception aecorded to him so ‘far, HS
“ponduetor's  dance” In front of the W

| chestid In, MOrepyYer, a hless
mance. 1 comuiead It to the ftten
Wialter Jones. ST AXAN
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